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syndicate to subscribe the capital.   That's all I can do.   A splendi<
position, isn't it?"

Frangois was aghast.

"The fact is, you oughtn't to have given me the refineries," he saij
"I'm not really suited to industry."

"The first sensible thing I've heard you say since you were born.
Go away, I can't stand the sight of you. Get out!"

When he was alone once more, Noel thought: "Supposing it were
true, supposing we were really to lose Sonchelles ..."

He was persuaded that his grievances against his son were well-
founded. Luckily he had foreseen all this from the day he had decided
to divide their responsibilties. He congratulated himself on having seen
things so clearly.

"I knew he wasn't up to it..." he said to himself.

He sent for Lucien Maublanc.

vn

The Baronne Schoudler, Adele, wearing a pearl-grey dress with a half-
length veil, was about to go out when she found herself face to face
in the hall with her first husband, Lucien Maublanc. She had not seen
him for five years, and it was ten since they had spoken to each other;
* the, annulment of their marriage dated back some thirty-five years. It
was as if a dead man were coming towards her, one of the utterly dead:
the dead whom one has buried in the extreme depths of one's own
mind.

"Your new husband has asked me to call on him," he said, bowing
his deformed forehead over her extended hand,

Baronne Schoudler had hideous memories, which time had partly
effaced, of her six months' marriage with Maublanc; and the relentless
skeleton of her hatred still lay in the ignominious shroud of her wedding
night.

That thick, coarse voice, issuing from the corner of his mouth, always
so sardonic in intent, uncovered things she had tried to forget and she
really felt as if she were touching the fingers and the lips of a rotting
corpse.

"You still have slender ankles," he went on. "Are you happy, my
dear?"

"Very!" she replied tartly.

And she moved on towards the glass door. "Why on earth has Noel*
asked him to call?" she wondered.

She went on her way tortured by a dread foreboding, as if the em-
bodiment of ill-luck had entered the house.

Noel Schoudler was waiting for Maublanc in the green study. They
had known and loathed each other since their youth.